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Mw-hm...\ve  thought  you'd  go  all  wide-eyed  over  Kay  Christopher's 
tiiggei-tiini  suit.  Grey  mens  wear  flannel  {tow  Modeiately  Priced  Suits, 
4^.00.  Cloche,  3.95.  Fourth  FJooi  Hat  Bar. 


Oops  .'...watch  that  foohvoric.we  wouldn't  want  Chiistophei  Allen  to 
take  a  ducicing  in  those  grey  flannel  slacks,  9.95.  jeikin,  7.95;  blouse, 
8. 95.  That's  Marjoiie  Voigt  in  the  plaid  jacket,  22.95.  Sb'rt,  9.95;  an- 
gora sweater,  9.95.  Casual  Clothes  Shop,  carson  pirie  scott  &  co 


CARSONgPIIJg  SCOTT  &  CO 


Betty  Bond  takes  such  a  gay-blade  attitude  toward  gloomy  weather... daring  it  to 
drizzle,  in  her  sleek  little  raincoat  horn  the  Casual  Clothes  Shop.  Grey  weather- 
proofed  rayon,  29.95.  carson  pirie  scott&  co 
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Editors 

Purple  Parrot, 
Scott  Hall 

"Read  and  wince"  should  be  your  pub- 
lication's motto.  Ladies.  I  have 
punished  myself  in  reading  through 
your  six  issues  for  the  school  year 
'43- '44  and  now  I  am  asking  myself 
why  I  should  bother.  It  should  be 
none  of  my  business  if  Northwestern 
University  lets  its  students  play 
games.,.. we  women  must  have  some- 
thing to  do  while  the  boys  are  away 
winning  the  war,  mustn't  we?  Why 
then  do  I  bother?  Well,  I  was  a 
green  freshman  once  upon  a  time  and 
I  can  take  pity  on  those  who  will 
follow  me. 

But  there  is  some  hope,  if  only  the 
editors  can  at  least  speak  the  Eng- 
lish language.  Why  don't  you  try  and 
aim  to  give  your  mag  a  good,  solid 
basis  with  a  definite  purpose.  You 
might  be  surprised  to  find  some  of 
the  best  Magazine  sequence  J-school 
students  will  take  an  interest.  Have 
you  ever  thought  of  publicly  offer- 
ing and  inviting  anyone  in  the 
school  and  not  on  your  staff  the 
chance  to  contribute?  The  competi- 
tion might  serve  to  wake  up  that 
sweetly  sleeping  staff  of  yours. 

Respectfully  yours... 

would  be  a  farce  considering  you 
have  done  nothing  to  rouse  my 
respect. ., and  I'll  be  damned  if 
ever  I'll  be 

Yours. , . 
a  Sophomore 

Dear  Magazine  Sequence  J-School  Student, 
To  be  sure,  there  is  some  hope.  We  admit  that  in- 
dividually our  English  is  rather  broken,  but  together 
we  seem  to  manage  fairly  well.  That  is,  unless  our 
ire  has  been  aroused  to  the  point  ivhere — well — 
porque  nao  a  senhorinha  va  e  fuma  o  seu  cachimbol 

The  Editors. 

(Continued  on  page  3o) 
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NORTHWESTERN 


•  "This  is  die  last  stop,"  said  the 
\\'hite  haired  conductor,  pulling  the 
sight-seeing  bus  up  to  the  cinb,  next 
to  a  tall  iron  fence.  The  passengers 
got  out  and  peered  curiously 
through  the  palings,  across  an  ex- 
panse of  thick,  uncut  grass  and 
weeds,  toward  a  group  of  old  build- 
ings, whose  broken  ^vindows  and 
sagging  steps  showed  the  neglect  of 
years. 

"What  is  this  place?"  said  the  pas- 
senger nearest  the  conductor.  He 
was  a  thin,  stoop-shouldered  young 
man  in  a  Brooks  Brothers  suit,  wear- 
ing horn-rimmed  glasses  and  carry- 
ing a  green  book-bag.  He  ^vas  a 
Harvard  man. 

"This,"  said  the  conductor,  a 
faint  note  of  pride  coming  into  his 
cracked  voice,  "was  once  the  site  of 
the  great  Northwestern  University. 
As  an  educational  institution,  it—" 

"Never  heard  of  it,"  said  the  Har- 
vard man,  crisply.  "What  became 
of  it?" 

The  conductor  shoved  his  cap  to 
the  back  of  his  head.  "That,"  he 
said,  "is  a  very  sad  story."  And  the 
other  passengers  cro^vded  around . . . 

On   a  certain   Friday  afternoon, 
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the  promotion  manager  of  the  Daily 
sat  at  a  desk  in  the  Daily  office,  an 
ash  tray  full  of  cigarette  stubs  and  a 
half  finished  coke  in  front  of  her. 
She  ivas  thinking.  In  fact,  she  was 
beating  her  brains  out.  Presently 
the  door  opened. 

"Hello,  P.  ].."  said  the  sports 
editor,  flashing  her  Jess-a-minute 
personality  smile.  "Why  the  sad- 
sack  expression,  old  shoe?  You  look 
like  you'd  just  lost  your  last  en- 
sign." 

"Worse,"  said  P.  J.  "The  Daily 
advertising  has  been  conspicuous  by 
its  absence  for  three  straight 
months.  I've  got  this  afternoon  to 
think  up  a  scheme  for  selling  this 
damned  rag.  The  editorial  board 
meets  tonight,  and  if  I  don't  come 
across,  I'm  canned.  Kno^v  what  that 
means?" 

"Sm-e,"  said  the  Daily  worker. 
"That  puts  you  one  behind  the 
Chi  Omega  candidate  for  Girl- 
With-The-Most- Activities." 

"Check,"  said  P.  J.  bitterly.  "So  if 
you  get  any  brain  waves  within  the 
next  five  minutes,  they'll  be  so  wel- 
come." 

"Start  a  campaign  to  discover  the 
next  Frank  Sinatra." 

"Who  in  hell  wants  the  next 
Frank  Sinatra?" 

"Ho^v  about  riuining  a  beauty 
contest?" 

"Oh  nuts,  ^ve've  got  too  many  of 
those  already."  P.  J.  stuck  an  im- 
peccably loaferedTaird-bobby-socked 
foot  upon  the  desk  and  glared  at  it. 
"Besides,"  she  added,  "girls  don't 
like  to  compete  in  a  beauty  contest 
luiless  there  are  men  to  vote,  and 
there  are  no  men  left  here  except 


for  the  faculty."  The  foot  lowered 
itself  slo^s'ly  to  the  office  floor.  "The 
faculty,"  said  P.  J.  softly,  and 
^vatched,  a^ve-struck,  the  opening 
vistas  of  thought.  .  .  . 

REMARKABLE  NEW  BEAUTY 
CONTEST  SPONSORED  BY 
DAILY  NORTHWESTERN 

Faculty    to     Make    Their    Choice 
of  Most  Beautiful  Co-ed 

A  ne^v  kind  of  beauty  contest  -(vill 
be  opened  in  the  next  issue  of  the 
Daily,  it  was  announced  today  by 
business  manager  Riorita  Ronald. 
In  this  contest,  members  of  the 
faculty  ^vill  \'ote  in  a  general  ballot 
for  their  individual  choice  as  to  the 
most  beautiful  girl  student  on  cam- 
pus. Deans  of  the  schools  ^vill  be  ex- 
cluded from  the  first  balloting,  and 
^vill  constitute  a  judging  commit- 
tee to  pick  the  Avinner  from  the  five 
top  girls  chosen  in  the  faculty  vote. 
First  prize  in  the  contest  will  be  a 
full  scholarship.  Second  prize  ^s'ill 
be  a  new  dress,  of  the  prize-^vinner's 
choice,  from  Best  &  Company. 

President  Franklin  Snyder,  ^vhen 
interviewed  about  the  proposed 
contest,  gave  his  hearty  approval. 
"It's  the  sort  of  thing  I've  been  wait- 
ing for,  and  I  shall  be  honored  to 
cast  my  vote,"  he  said.  "It's  about 
time  we  oldsters  ^vere  let  in  on  a 
little  of  the  fun." 

"This  will  sho^v  the  other  uni- 
N'ersities  \vhat  N.  V.  is  made  of," 
added  the  president. 

MARSHALL  FIELD  & 

COMPANY  SELLS 

OUT  LIPSTICK 

"Ruthie!"  screamed  Nancy  Ber- 
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fop  Jj^ts  f-^pettu  L^irid 


by  Clariss  Ross 


hardt,  sticking  her  head  out  of  the 
shower  in  the  third -floor  John  of  the 
Theta  house.  "Will  you  lend  me 
your  good  girdle?  I've  got  a  con- 
ference with  Mr.  Netherby  in  ten 
minutes.  Maybe  I  can  get  a  vote 
out  of  him." 

"I  guess  so,"  Ruthie  said.  She  ^vas 
a  little  bored  with  the  ^vhole  thing. 
She  was  cross-eyed  and  had  a  seven- 
point. 

"Do  you  kno^\'  what?"  said  a  tall 
brimette  who  was  standing  by  the 
mirror.  "I  thought  I'd  go  and  have 
a  little  talk  with  my  adviser  today, 
just  about— well— things  in  general. 
And  I  had  to  wait  in  line  for  two 
hours.  Every  other  girl  he  advises 
suddenly  developed  a  program  con- 
flict!" 

"Damn  it!"  yelled  a  girl's  voice 
down  the  hall.  "I  just  ran  my  last 
nylons,  and  I  sit  in  the  front  lo^v  in 
econ!" 

FAYERWEATHER  COALITION 
SUSPECTED 

"How's  it  going.  Chuck?"  said 
Dynamic  Don,  breezing  into  Dean 
Ballen's  office. 

"Oh  God,"  said  that  official,  ^vip- 
ing  his  forehead  "(vith  a  damp  hand- 


kerchief. "Don't  look  so  cheerful. 
Another  day  of  this  and  I'm  going 
home  with  a  nervous  breakdo^vn. 
Look!"  He  gestuied  dramatically 
to^vard  the  next  room,  where  four 
telephone  girls  ^vere  hard  at  ■(vork 
and  a  man  ^vas  putting  in  another 
plione.  "Eive  ne^v  extensions  I've 
had  to  have  put  in  in  tiie  past  ^veek. 
Everybody  calls  me  up  about  every- 
thing. You'd  think  I  ivas  running 
the  damned  contest.  Fifteen  instruc- 
tors sho^ved  up  in  their  classes  \\'\x\\ 
black-eyes  today.  Life  magazine 
ivants  permission  to  photograph  the 
polling  places.  The  Morris  B.  Sachs 
Amateiu"  Hoiu"  ^vants  our  three 
most  popular  professors  to  say  a 
fe^v  ^vords  on  their  program.  And 
you  ask  me  ho^v's  it  going!" 

"Dean  Ballen,"  said  Mr.  Plier, 
hurrying  in.  "You've  got  to  tell  me 
Avhat  to  do.  I've  lost  complete  con- 
trol of  the  English  Department.  I 
can't  get  them  together  for  a  meet- 
ing." 

"Why  not?"  said  Ballen.  "^Vhat're 
they  doing?" 

"They're  all  out,  standing  in 
front  of  the  rock." 

"They're  what?" 

"Standing  in  front  of  the  rock. 
Some  of  them  are  sitting.  On  their 
bicycles."  Mr.  Plier  shook  his  head, 
and  left  the  room,  talking  to  him- 
self. 

"Dean  Ballen.  Dean  Ballen!"  A 
guttural  Gerinan  voice  resounded 
through  the  room. 

"Yes,  Dr.  Schlipp?" 

"I  hearby  resign  from  the  faculty 
of  this  institution!" 

"What  is  your  complaint,  Dr. 
Schlipp?" 


"My  complaint  is  that  I  have 
beeii  insulted.  My  colleague— my 
f.v-colleague— Dr.  Schlob,  had  the 
effrontery  to  infer  that  I  cast  my 
vote  for  the  charming  and  brilliant 
Miss  Marilyn  Bolden  for  causes  un- 
ethical and  mi-Platonic.  I  refuse  to 
have  further  association  ivith  such 
petty  maligners!" 

"See  ivhat  I  mean?"  said  Ballen. 
as  Schlipp  slammed  the  door.  "I 
can't  take  it." 

"Dean  Ballen,"  called  one  of  the 
telephone  girls,  "the  president  of 
the  alumni  association  ^vants  to 
speak  to  you  on  a  very  important 
matter.  Something  to  do  ivith  the—" 

"Tell  him  I've  left  for  China," 
liowled  Ballen,  and  departed  for 
the  men's  room. 

TORCHLIGHT  PARADE  ENDS 
IN  RIOT 

"P.J.,  my  love,"  cried  Riorita 
Ronald,  plowing  through  smoke 
and  bodies  in  the  Daily  office, 
"^ve've  sold  oiu!  We're  reprinting! 
The  Library  of  Congress  Tvants  a 
special  edition,  bound  in  white  vel- 
vet! Four  patent  lawyers  have  of- 
fered us  their  services  to  copyright 
the  idea!  Newspaper  history  is  be- 
ing made." 

"Say,  ^vhat're  you  doing  here  any- 
way? Thought  you  had  math  this 
period." 

"I  did.  We  walked  out.  He  was 
handing  back  papeis,  and  he  smiled 
at  an  independent.  Do  we  stand  for 
that?  We  do  not.  We  strike!"  She 
banged  her  books  on  the  desk  by 
way  of  emphasis. 

The  telephone  rang  insistently, 
(Continued  on  page  26) 
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THE    AMERICAN    WAY 


by  Patty  Hager 


SCENE:  A  radio  studio.  .An  impeccable  announcer  is 
just  beginning  tiie  program. 

ANNOUNCER:  Good  afternoon,  ladies  and  gentle- 
men. We  open  oiu"  program  with  the  popular  James 
brothers,  who  Avill  bring  you  a  musical  word  from 
our  sponsor.  Folks,  meet  William,  Harry,  Henry. 
Will,  Saro)an,  Hemmingivay,  and  Jessie  James. 
(Se\en  men,  chained  together  are  led  in.  An  usher 
prods  them  ivith  a  stick,  and  they  begin  to  sing  to 
the  tune  of  "Ta  Ra  Ra  Boom  Da  Ray.") 

Slurp,  snackle,  boom  aiid  pop. 
Pour  lots  of  cream   an  top, 
Then  Id  if  drcncii  the  glop, 

)'on're  eating  Munchies! 
If  breakfast  gets  you  down, 
Don't  just  go  out  and  drown, 
They  sell  'em  in  your  town, 

Everyone  loves  Munchies! 

Dinichie's— Munch  ie—\Vunchies—Cru-uhn-chies! 
(Suddenly,  the  James  brothers  break  apart,  their 
chains  snapped,  and,  brandishing  clubs,  beat  tiie 
guards  and  all  a\'ailable  announcers  into  insensibil- 
ity. Then  they  \\alk  over  to  the  microphone.) 

JESSIE:  God  almighty,  thought  ^ve'd  never  git  loose. 
Tell  you  what.  Will,  the  West  was  never  like  this 
hyar  place.  AV'hy  I  remember— 

(He  walks  ivith  Will  over  to  the  corner,  and,  pull- 
ing out  a  deck  of  marked  cards,  starts  playing  pokei.) 

HENRY:  \V'iien  they  make  us  sing  (and  yet  not  sing) 
rather  chanting  in  a  singing  intonation,  I  somehow 
note,  and  yet  note  on  their  leering,  snarling  faces, 
that  is  eyes,  nose  and  mouth,  a  certain  reluctance, 
nay  even  a  dreadful  loathing  which  they  try  to 
conceal  in  hiding  by  skillfully  fei,gning  a  \'irtue  not 
in  the  least  native  to  them. 

■W^ILLLAM:  \Vhat  is  your  criterion  for  this  loathing? 
Our  sponsors  are   undoubtedly  hinnan   themsehes. 

JESSIE:  Eight  clubs. 

SARO\'AN:  \Vhate\er  they  are,  they're  people.  People, 


jjeople  everywhere,  everyone  a  brother,  e\eryone  a 
son— sister— father— mother— cousin— 

HEMMINGWAY:  And  yet,  when  they  prod  me  with 
that  stick,  I  feel  compelled  to  sing.  1  feel  the  hard- 
ness, the  hardness  all  around  me— around  me  in  the 
no\\ ,  no\v— here,  here— now  here,  no\v  this  present 
— ima  cerveza— the  floating  hardness  of  the  stick  and 
now  the  sticky  hardness  of  the  now  now  stick. 

(They  leave  suddenly  for  the  ne^v  Post  Office  build- 
ing, Chicago,  7,  III.) 

ANNOUNCER:  Sorry,  folks,  for  the  interruption.  W'e 
lose  more  singers  that  way.  And  now  we  come  to  the 
most  important  part  of  the  program,  the  telephone 
interlude.  We  play  a  selection,  and  then  call  a 
number  at  random.  And  if  the  lucky  person  ^vho 
ans^vers  can  tell  us  ^vhat  we're  playing,  we  will  send 
them  the  jackpot  ^\e  have  acctmiulated,  ^vhich  is 
by  now  $17,642.38.  Are  you  ready? 

(He  plays  two  bars  of  "Sam  You  Made  the  Pants 
Too  Long,"  and  then  stops.) 

ANNOUNCER:  I  will  now  call.-Operator,  I  want 
COTtage  Cheese  7777.— I  hear  them  ringing,  they're 
ringing.  Ladies  and  gentlemen,  they're  ringing.  Ah 
yes— Is  this  Mr.  Horatio  Algae?  Well,  this  is  The 
Illuminated  Hoin-,  and  we  have  $17,642.38  for  you 
if  you  can  tell  us  what  selection  we  just  played.  You 
can't?  Aren't  you  listening  to  the  radio?  You're 
listening  to  the  Symphonic  Hour?  Now  aren't  you 
ashamed  of  yoinself.  Well,  I'm  sorry— I'll  bet  you 
•  could  have  used  that  money.— You  say  yoiu"  wife 
Tvas  just  hit  by  a  fire  engine— yoiu"  five  children  have 
leprosy— and  your  grandmother  fell  off  the  rimA\'ay 
at  Minsky's  yesterday?  Well,  that's  tough,  Mr.  Algae, 
that's  just  tough.  Too  bad  about  that  big  fat  S17.- 
642.38,  isn't  it?  That'll  lern  ya,  dern  ya,  not  to  listen 
to  oiu"  program,  huh?  (He  hangs  up.)  Well,  folks, 
I  guess  that  shoots  our  jackpot  total  up  to  $17,642.39. 
Be  sine  to  listen  tomorro^v,  because  tomorro\\',  and 
tomorrow  only,  ^ve  will  offer  our  lucky  listener,  in 
addition  to  the  $17,642.39  a  genuine  Pyroflex  glo^^- 
in-the-dark  dentine,  either  upper  or  ]o\\er,  as  the 
^vinner  desires.  A  slight  manufacturer's  cost  will  be 
deducted  from  the  prize  money  for  partial  plates. 
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HE  TRICYCLE  bumped  off  the  curb  onto  the 
street  and  was  pulled  across  Washington  Square 
South  by  Mrs.  Johnson.  Her  other  hand  firmly 
grasped  the  fingers  of  her  son  David,  so  intent  on 
reaching  the  park  that  he  forgot  to  make  his  usual 
jump  over  the  hole  in  the  pavement. 

The  trees  were  still  green,  but  the  grass  was  be- 
ginning to  hint  of  autumn,  and  the  open  tops  of  the 
Fifth  Avenue  buses  in  the  distance  were  no  longer 
crowded  with  summer  sightseers.  Mrs.  Johnson  led 
David  to  a  bench  facing  the  path  which  hugged  a 
round  clump  of  trees,  and  sat  down. 

"David,  you  may  ride  around  the  circle,  but  don't 
wander  away  where  mother  can't  see  you." 

He  swung  himself  onto  the  saddle,  as  he'd  seen 
the  big  boys  do  and  started  the  pedals  moving.  Mrs. 
Johnson,  watching  him,  admired  his  dark  hair  and 
fair  skin.    "Just  like  Dick's,"  she  thought. 

She  felt  the  boards  of  the  bench  signal  a  new  ar- 
rival, and  turned  her  head  to  see  a  young  woman  in 
a  yellow  sweater  watching  David. 

"Is  that  your  son?  He's  awfully  cute,  but  how  do 
you  manage  to  keep  a  boy  that  age  so  neat?  My 
youngster  always  looks  like  the  'before'  in  a  Pels 
Naptha  ad." 

"David  is  very  good.  He  knows  I  haven't  time  to 
scrub  overalls  and  dirty  knees.  You  see,  his  father 
is  in  New  Guinea." 

The  park  bench  had  again  worked  as  a  catalyst, 
releasing  confidences  and  speeding  up  the  process 
of  getting  acquainted. 

"He's  been  in  New  Guinea  two  years  now.  David 
was  just  a  baby  .  .  ."  She  smiled  sheepishly.  "Dick 
says  he  wants  to  wear  a  brown  tweed  suit,  stretch 
his  legs  in  front  of  the  fireplace,  and  never  move 
again  when  he  gets  back." 

"Johnny  says  the  same  thing,  but  he  wants  a  blue 
suit,  tailored  just  for  him.  He's  in  Italy  now,  and  I 
suppose  a  foxhole  doesn't  help  the  crease  in  the  pants 
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any."  She  looked  across  the  top  of  the  trees  to  the 
reddish-brown  front  of  the  Hotel  Holley,  and  be- 
yond its  flat  roof  to  the  greys  and  blacks  that  were 
the  Village,  and  a  line  of  poetry  kept  running 
through  her  head.  "I  remember,  I  remember  the 
house  where  I  .  .  ." 

She  made  the  blurred  outlines  of  reality  come  into 
focus  as  Mrs.  Johnson  murmured,  "I  want  him  to 
find  his  world  just  the  way  he  left  it.  I  haven't  even 
bought  new  curtains  or  fixed  the  burn  in  the  rug — 
or  sold  David's  crib."  Mrs.  Johnson  stopped  twist- 
ing the  ring  on  her  finger  and  watched  her  son.  The 
lady  in  yellow  forced  herself  to  concentrate  on  the 
red  and  chromium  tricycle. 

David  was  a  cowboy,  rounding  up  cattle  on  the 
wide  open  range.  He  headed  for  the  flock  of  pigeons 
pecking  at  bread  crumbs  in  the  gravel,  and  merci- 
lessly made  them  stampede.  They  flapped  them- 
selves into  the  air  just  as  he  reached  the  curve  in  the 
path  that  led  around  the  clump  of  trees.  Now  he 
was  a  dive  bomber  leaning  to  one  side  and  zipping 
one  wheel  off  the  ground,  swooping  and  zooming  at 
the  sound  of  the  traffic  beyond  the  grass.  The  traffic 
was  the  German  airforce,  the  airforce  that  was  wiped 
out  with  the  help  of  his  swift  plane  and  the  red 
light. 

Around  the  curve,  David  slid  forward  on  the 
seat  and  very  slowly  pedalled,  standing  up.  He 
stopped  to  contemplate  an  organdy-entombed  baby, 
perched  high  on  pillows  in  a  black  pram.  One  foot 
resting  on  the  looped  wire  fence,  he  kept  his  eyes 
on  the  tiny  face  within  the  frilly  bonnet,  and 
watched  with  amazement  the  contraction  of  the 
cheeks  as  the  baby  sucked  her  thumb. 

Then  he  remembered  he  was  a  pirate,  off  to  find 
some  hidden  treasure,  and  he  crouched  over  the  han- 
dlebars, and  pedalled  into  the  wind.  Gleaming  in 
the  distance  was  a  mountain  of  gold,  and  he  headed 
straight  for  it,  down  another  path,  forgetting  to 
complete  the  circle. 


Cleverly  he  steered  toward  the  loot  muttering 
"You'll  have  to  walk  the  plank  if  we  don't  capture 
that  ship,"  to  his  stalwart  crew.  He  skidded  to  a  stop 
alongside  the  yellow  ice  cream  cart,  and  ordered  his 
men  to  load  the  treasure  onto  the  deck.  Someone 
bought  a  chocolate-covered  pop,  and  the  clink  of  the 
nickel  reminded  him  that  his  phantom  crew  would 
be  of  little  use  to  him  in  this  situation.  He  pushed 
off  toward  his  mother,  pedalling  as  fast  as  he  could, 
and  wondering  if  he  could  persuade  her  to  give  him 
two  nickels — one  ice  cream  for  himself,  and  one  for 
his  crew. 

Just  as  he  was  trying  to  decide  whether  or  not 
Black  Tom,  who  rode  the  left  handlebar,  really  de- 
served a  share  of  the  booty,  his  mother's  nervous 
voice  made  him  slow  down. 

"David,  you  disobeyed  me.  You  rode  off  where 
mother  couldn't  see  you,  and  she. and  this  nice  lady 
were  very  worried.  You  may  ride  your  tricycle  from 
this  bench  to  the  next,  but  no  further." 

Dutifully,  David  began  to  pedal.  The  ice  cream 
cart  was  an  ice  cream  cart,  the  gravel  path  was  a 
gravel  path.  Eight  pedals  to  the  man  with  the  paper, 
turn,  and  eight  pedals  back  to  mother.  He  remem- 
bered how  tough  it  had  been  for  him  to  get  the  bike, 
when  Tommy  on  the  next  block  had  had  his  for 
months.  His  mother  never  wanted  him  to  do  any- 
thing new.    Eight  pedals  to  the  man  with.  .  .  . 

"He's  such  a  ^ood  boy,"  the  lady  in  yellow  mur- 
mured. 

Mrs.  Johnson  smiled  in  triumph  as  she  carefully 
folded  David's  light  blue  sweater. 


Mas  any 

)ody  found  my  H  KA  pin  ? 

Justine  IMiller 

Editors'  Note  : 

The  DAILY  charges  $.50 

an  insi 

rtion.    This  is  free.                     J.  'SI. 
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strife  Goes 


To  a  Party! 


the  Poetry  Editor 


Shouting  and  damidny  and  voting  blends 

in, 
With  the  sisters  agiceiiig  to  a  formal  that 

ends  in 
A  mass  degeneration  to  suh-morality, 
When  all  are  attired  in  strict  formality. 

"OECAUSE  of  tlieir  youthful 
and  natural  desire  to  escape 
tlie  rigors  of  heavy  class  sched- 
ules and  tlie  tragic  world  situa- 
tion,^ sororities  on  this  campus 
are  fond  of  giving  forinals  at 
least  once  before  graduation. - 
Since  many  lovely  Nortliwestern 
traditions^  are  being  lionored 
again  this  year,  a  discourse  on 
formats  seems  appropriate. 

Let  us  take  a  fictitious  sorority 
and  follow  one  of  their  formals 
from  its  origin  to  its  conclusion. 
For  our  treatise,  we  shall  call 
the  sorority  Beta  Mata  Cry.* 

Having  conducted  a  careful 
survey  we  find  there  are  19  steps 
in  planning  a  sorority  formal : 

(1)  Me»iber  siifjgests  the  affair 
he  held. 

(2)  Treasurer  jumps  up  and 
saijs  sorority  finances  won't  per- 
mit. 

(3)  Senior  says  that  if  she  has 
been  paying  Parlor  Tax  for  four 

iGiill  closes  at  7  p.  m.  on  weekdaj's. 

-Graduation  dates  for  the  Academic  year 
'44- '45;  Pee.,  1944.  March,  1945.  June, 
1945.  Aug.,  1945.  Graduation  on  Chicago 
campus  based  on  semester  system  but  to  be 
included  on  sorority  social  calendar. 

•'Cap  Lighting,  Home  Burning,  etc. 

^That  's  merely  ach,  ach,  ach  backwards. 


years  they  can  at  teast  irork  a 
little,  miserable  fonnal^  into  the 
Budget. 

(4)  Junior  pinned  to  S.O.B.- 
says  she's  against  Jiarin//  for- 
mal. "I  certainly  don't  see  wliy 
ive  girls  ivho  are  really  in  love 
have  to  pay  the  $8.40  fine  if  we 
don't  go.  And  anyway  the  only 
two  boys  I  iroiild  even  consider 
going  out  irith  are  standing 
watch  that  niglit.'' 

('))  Pledge  trainer  rises:  "But, 
kids,  til  ink  of  tlie  pledges.  They 
deserve  tJiis  little  taste''^  of  col- 
lege life  and  formals  intd  tilings." 

(G)  Soph' more  Council  mem- 
ber: "But  tliat's  a  closed  date, 
tlie  Council  is  planning  ..." 

(7)  Question  put  to  chapter: 
"Ho2v  many  soph' mores  ivoidd 
rather  go  to  a  stupid  old  pep  ral- 
ly than  to  their  otvn  Beta  Mata 
Cry  formal?" 

(8)  Mutterings:  "Aw  let  them 
go  to  their  old  rally." 

(9)  W8GA  representative: 
"Mrs.  McCarn  said  ..." 

( 10 )  Member  asks  if  chapter  is 
ready  for  the  rote. 

iCost — approximately  $812.03  to  be  taken 
from  Foster  Parents  of  America  and  Mis- 
cellaneous Fund. 

2That's  merely  B.O.S.  backwards.  Don't 
be  evil  minded. 

3" Don't  sav  'Bitters',  sav  'Angastora 
Bitters '. "        " 


(11)  Prate  member  (vice-chair- 
man of  Sixth  War  Bond  Drive*) 
ignoring  parliamentary  proce- 
dure^: "I  think  it  is  perfectly 
ridiculous  and  VEBY  unpatri- 
otic to  spend  all  this  money  ivhen 
ninety  percent  of  the  girls  will 
have  to  take  blind  dates." 

(12)  Ecpially  irate  member: 
"That's  a  fine  thing  to  say  about 
your  own  sisters!  There'll  be 
■plenty  of  girls  with  dates.  There's 
Sue  and'  Norma,  and  .  .  .  and  .  . ,  " 
her  voice  trails  off'.  She  sits  down. 

(13)  Pledge  Trainer:  "Besides, 
kids,  that  neu-  pledge's  father 
knoics  a  j.g.  at  Glenview  and  lie 
could  get  at  least  6'8  men  for  It  is 
otvn  friend's  oicn  daughter's  sis- 
ters." 

(14)  First  Member:  "I  call  for 
the  vote." 

(15)  The  vote  is  taken. 

(16)  Three  revotes  taken.  Re- 
cording secretary  collapses. 

(17)  Motion  carried. 

(18)  Socicd  Chairman  asks  for 
volunteers  for  clean-up  commit- 
tee. 

(19)  Decide  not  to  waste  cliap- 

(Continued  on  page  2J,) 


•iTotal  collection  for  this  drive  amounted 
to  $4,000.80.  Specified  amount  having  been 
turned  over  to  SGB,  total  assets  at  present, 
$.80. 

•'>Was  defeated  in  Spring  election  for  of- 
fice of  parliamentarian  by  a  vote  of  12-,31, 
a  quorum  being  present  at  the  time. 
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Mike  Maiulish,  like  nil  service  men,  has  an  inleresi 
in  this  election  .  .  . 


by  a  Republican 


M 


lY  WEIGHING  of  the  issues  of  this  election  has  been 
very  different  than  it  was  four  years  ago.  It  isn't  that  my 
political  views  have  changed,  but  rather  that  they  have  a  dif- 
ferent foundation — different  values  have  assumed  primary 
importance  in  making  my  voting  decisions.  Some  might  say 
that  I've  become  an  idealist,  but  I  don't  think  so.  Perhaps  it's 
the  war,  perhaps  it's  the  nearer  prospect  of  a  return  to  peace- 
time, or  perhaps  it's  me — the  fact  that  four  years  have  gone 
by,  that  I've  been  away  from  home  and  in  the  Navy,  that  I've 
had  more  time  to  do  real  thinking  on  the  subject. 

Anyway,  I've  been  examining  our  system  of  government  in 
its  fundamental  aspects — what  it  really  is  underneath  the 
confusing  mass  of  statutes,  bureaus,  OPA's,  farm  and  labor 
blocs,  and  NLRB's.  I  have  decided  that  my  high  school  civics 
teacher  was  right  when  he  told  us  that  in  our  American  sys- 
tem the  government  is  merely  a  tool  of  the  people.  The  ulti- 
mate power  rests  with  us,  and  we  delegate  it — not  give  it — 
to  the  officials  we  elect.  But  when  an  administration  is  bad 
the  voters  can  throw  it  out,  and  government  goes  right  on. 
We  do  not  have  to  depend  upon  any  one  person  for  governing. 
No  one  person  makes  our  decisions  for  us — we  do;  and  thus 
no  one  person  can  become  indispensable. 

To  apply  this  to  the  present  situation,  Mr.  Roosevelt  has 
held  office  for  twelve  years,  but  his  twelve  years  of  service 
have  not  made  him  indispensable.  He  himself,  in  fact,  en- 
dorses changing  horses  in  his  constant  changes  of  important 
department  heads — and  even  of  vice  presidents. 
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Too,  with  a  new  president,  and  a  new  president  such  as 
Mr.  Dewey,  will  come  new  ideas,  new  blood,  and  a  revitalized 
administration.  When  a  chief  executive  has  held  office  for 
a  long  period  of  years  his  theories  become  decadent  and  his 
country  moves  past  him.  This  is  why  I  am  against  a  fourth 
term,  and,  for  that  matter,  was  against  a  third. 

Mr.  Dewey  is  young;  his  is  a  fresh  viewpoint,  and  he  has 
already  shown  his  intention  of  retaining  the  better  of  Mr. 
Roosevelt's  measures.  It  cannot  be  denied  that,  with  this 
fresh  viewpoint,  he  could  inject  many  new  and  highly  profit- 
able ideas. 

Mr.  Dewey's  record  as  governor  of  New  York  proves  that 
he  could  revitalize  the  tired  administration.  Each  of  his  pred- 
ecessors in  the  post  had  added  to  the  state's  debt,  but  when 
Dewey  came  into  office  he  slashed  through  red  tape,  threw 
out  useless  departments,  and  completely  reorganized  the  out- 
moded state  administration.  Today  New  York  has  what  is 
probably  the  most  efficient  and  progressive  state  government 
in  the  nation.  And  with  all  its  progress  in  every  field,  it  is 
now  debt  free. 

Many  fourth  term  supporters  point  at  the  depression  as  a 
result  of  a  Republican  administration,  but  economists  agree 
that  the  depression,  as  every  other,  was  the  product  of  the 
business  cycle.  And  Mr.  Roosevelt  has  done  little  toward 
conquering  it — not  when  there  were  ten  million  unemployed 
until  the  outbreak  of  the  war.  Rather,  his  befuddled  domestic 
policy  retarded  the  normal  swing  back  to  prosperity.  And 
inasmuch  as  our  next  president  will  have  the  difficult  task 
of  leading  our  country  back  to  a  sound  peacetime  policy,  it  is 
imperative  that  we  have  a  man  with  a  sound  domestic  policy. 

When  I  vote  for  Tom  Dewey  on  November  7,  I  will  be  vot- 
ing for  a  man  who  has  raised  himself  to  his  present  position 
by  his  own  labor  and  ingenuity — a  man  who  is  young,  aggres- 
sive, and  forceful — a  man  who  has  something  to  offer. 
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HY  VOTE  for  Roosevelt?  "Why"— asked  with  an  air 
of  surprise,  of  downright  disbelief,  or  in  a  menacing  tone  is 
the  inevitable  response  one  gets  when  he  says,  as  I  do,  that 
he  would  cast  his  vote  for  Roosevelt  in  the  coming  election. 

The  man  who  spoke  before  a  group  of  Evanston's  Repub- 
lican women  last  year  had  an  answer.  He  told  them  that  they 
could  not  expect  a  generation  of  young  voters  who  had  grown 
to  voting  age  without  the  unspeakably  beautiful  experience  of 
having  lived  under  a  Republican  administration  to  appreciate, 
much  less  vote  for,  the  Republican  party. 

Admittedly,  I  am  one  of  that  unfortunate  generation  but, 
although  I  have  lived  twelve  of  my  twenty  years  under  a 
Democratic  regime,  I  am  not  unfamiliar  with  the  record  of 
the  Republican  party.  Harding,  Coolidge  and  Hoover  were  not 
so  easily  forgotten.  In  twelve  years,  however,  even  the  re- 
membrance of  men  such  as  those  can  become  softened.  It  is 
especially  easy  to  forget  them  when  the  present  Republican 
candidate  is  having  his  life  and  character  so  attractively  con- 
structed in  the  popular  magazines. 

We  may  reasonably  assume  that  the  next  four  years  will 
bring  the  end  of  the  war.  They  will  certainly  be  years  during 
which  the  seeds  of  a  lasting  peace  or  of  a  World  War  III  will 
be  planted.  The  situation  clearly  calls  for  a  leader  with  a 
knowledge  of  statesmanship  and,  above  all,  for  a  leader  with 
vision.  Dewey's  knowledge  of  statesmanship  resides  with 
John  Foster  Dulles.  His  lack  of  vision  was  apparent  in  1940 
when  he  was  unable  to  see  the  war  coming.  On  the  other 
hand,  Roosevelt's  knowledge  of  world  problems,  his  experi- 
ence in  dealing  with  them  and  his  personal  acquaintance  with 
world  leaders  qualify  him  admirably  for  the  job. 

Perhaps  more  important  to  know  is  the  attitude  of  the  two 
candidates  toward  world  co-operation.  It  must  not  be  as- 
sumed that  we  can  divorce  the  party  policies  from  the  indi- 
vidual attitudes  of  the  candidates  in  this  matter.  Dewey  is 
the  representative  of  the  Republican  party — a  party  which 
promises  to  obstruct  attempts  at  full  world  co-operation. 
They  favor  a  high  protective  tariff,  oppose  an  international 
exchange  stabilization  fund  and  an  international  bank,  and 
have  been  conspicuous  in  their  stand  for  the  ratification  of 
trade  treaties  by  Congress.  The  ruling  elements  of  the  party 
have  definite  isolationist  leanings  which  cannot  possibly  be 
construed  to  mean  anything  but  a  hindrance  to  effective 
peace. 

OCTOBER,    1944 


W  ar   Bride   Robin    Bahhe,   ivalches   the   cuinptdgn 
and  questions  party  platforms. 


by  a  Democrat 


At  the  same  time  that  we  must  seek  a  successful  peace 
settlement  we  must  also  give  attention  to  the  continuation 
of  progressive  legislation  in  this  country.  We  have  made 
great  advances  toward  the  realization  of  democratic  goals 
during  the  past  twelve  years  but  much  remains  to  be  accom- 
plished in  the  areas  of  housing,  education,  social  security  and 
agriculture.  The  problem  of  racial  discrimination  can  no  longer 
be  stifled.  Republicans  evidently  found  it  expedient  to  en- 
dorse many  New  Deal  reforms  in  their  platform.  However, 
they  have  an  almost  unbroken  record  of  opposition  to  pro- 
gressive measures  in  Congress.  The  soldier  vote,  federal  aid 
to  education  and  farm  subsidies  are  a  few  of  the  recent  meas- 
ures which  they  have  fought. 

The  progressive  element  in  their  party  threw  in  the  sponge 
at  the  convention  last  summer  and,  as  a  result,  those  inter- 
ests which  backed  Roosevelt's  three  predecessors  are  even 
more  strongly  entrenched  in  the  party  power  positions  today. 
Those  interests  do  not,  in  my  opinion,  represent  the  attitudes 
which  I  believe  are  necessary  to  carry  us  safely  through  the 
next  four  years. 

I  do  not  intend  to  represent  the  Democratic  party  as  being 
devoid  of  serious  faults.  The  attitudes  of  some  of  the  South- 
ern Democrats  are  hardly  a  source  of  pride  and  political  ma- 
chines were  never  worse  than  they  are  within  the  Demo- 
cratic party.  In  many  respects  the  administration  of  the  past 
twelve  years  has  been  confused  and  extravagant. 

Those  facts  assume  secondary  importance,  however,  when 
I  consider  the  important  needs  of  the  country  during  the  next 
four  years — namely:  a  foreign  policy  which  will  permit  us  the 
fullest  co-operation  with  other  nations  in  stabilizing  the  post- 
war world  and  a  domestic  policy  which  will  allow  us  to  extend 
the  program  of  social  reforms  initiated  in  the  past  twelve 
years.  Despite  its  faults,  the  Democratic  party  seems  to  offer 
the  better  means  of  attaining  those  objectives.  That  is  why 
I  would  vote  for  Roosevelt  on  November  7. 
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LINE 

TO  A  MICROSCOPIC 
BOTANICAL  SPECIMEN 


0  little  phycomycete  plate. 
Is  it  my  melancholy  fate, 
Five  times  a  week  at  any  rate, 
To  ivatch  you  as  you  undulate. 
While  oozing  hyphae  conjugate. 
As  your  prolific  gametes  mate? 

Behind  the  classroonis  aivesome  door, 
Am  I  to  steep  myself  in  lore 
Concerning  your  sporangiophor? 
Must  I  with  industry  explore 
Your  clammy  wonders  by  the  score 
And  annotate  your  zygospore? 


0  crass  deception  through  and  through 
That  ''General  Botany'^  brings  feiv 
Fair,  fragrant  blosso?ns  in  review! 
Instead  of  roses,  ivashed  with  dew, 
Rhizopus  Nigrans.  /  get  you, 
My  scientific  Waterloo! 

Gloria  Love  '47 
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a  hundred  thousand  people  stood  outside  the  house   where   merriment  was   rife  and   stomped 
their  feet,   and   bellowed   back  and   forth  about  the  cost  of  living,  and  of  Life — G.  P. 

COMMENTARY  BY  FAMOUS  PEOPLE  ON  ABOVE  CARTOON 

Roosevelt  says:  "Best  damn  cartoon  I  ever  seen." 

Dewey  says:   "Awful  fine  drawing   and   poem." 

F.  P.  Adams  says:  "By  all  means,  there's  nothing  like  a  cartoon  by 
LEER." 

Claire  Booth  Loose  says:  "I'd  run  it  for  congress." 

Miller  says:   "Sod,   it's  good." 

Rogers  says:  "God." 

God  says:  "#?*!i!r!#*." 


Irim,  Mi 


im 


Jo  Anne  Jenkins,  waiting  for  iier  major  letterman  Harker,  is  ail  set  in  a 
lime  green  \vool  dress,  belted  in  leopard,  $35.00.  Headlining  the  date  is 
a  hat  of  leopard  fur,  $29.50.  The  final  touches  are  her  black  bag  and 
gloves  each  at  $3.95. 
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At  tea  with  Shirley  Soffel  (left)  and  Cherie  Gist  (right)  in  black  crepe 
and  pearls.  Shirley's  basic  black  dress  features  the  new  straight  neckline 
and  wrist-fitting  sleeves,  $25.  Behind  her  .curls  is  a  hat  of  black  felt  topped 
by  aqua  ostrich  feathers.  Cherie  wears  a  side  drape  dress,  hip  and  neckline 
pleated,  $29.95.  A  forward  fitting  ostrich  bumper  honors  her  upsweep, 
$12.95. 
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by  Donald  Bryce  Thompson 


S, 


'OME  time  ago,  while  searching  the  dusty  archives 
of  the  Haffenbach  museum,  I  ran  across  the  records 
of  the  opera  movement  in  that  little  Kingdom  known 
as  Slobania.  The  Slobs  were  great  music  lovers  and 
this  quaint  nation  had  some  very  intriguing  customs. 

The  Slobs  orchestra  for  example,  was  unique.  Its 
instriunentation  was  as  follows:  33  strings,  3  flutes,  3 
oboes,  3  clarinets,  3  bassoons,  3  trumpets,  3  french 
horns,  3  trombones,  3  bass  tubas,  and  .3  conductors. 
The  percussion  was  supplied  entirely  by  85  muted  bag- 
pipes and  a  chorus  of  100  imported  Ubangi  savages. 
The  local  Ubangi  not  having  the  required  pear-shaped 
tone. 

The  most  popular  opera  of  the  Slobs  was  "Murdle- 
fan,  Murdlefan,  Corca  Alma  Blurp,"  in  English  the 
same.  This  delightful  little  comedy  was  composed  by 
Giaccomo  Ezio  Respianti  Krud,  with  the  libretto  by  the 
same  (G.E.R.K.).  The  cast  was  quite  simple,  and  con- 
sisted of  the  following:  Princess  Doussy — soprano.  (In 
other  manuscripts  she  was  called  Daisy  or  Drousy. 
Drousy  is  most  likely  as  she  frequently  took  naps.  But 
according  to  some  rare  photographs  she  was  known  as 


Daisy,  and  certainly  was  a  doussy.)  Haff,  Prince  of 
Goonia — tenor.  Lardstone — Basso  Prof  undo.  (i.e.  Pro- 
found Bass,  generally  lower  than  Bass  Bass,  also  more 
profound,  as  in  Basso  Profundo.  Webster)  King  Kong 
— baritone.  Queen  Glfhmd — silent.  (pronounced 
Glfhmd.  with  the  accent  on  the  second  syllable,  as  in 
Glfhmd.  Webster)  Halitosis — alto.  Knights  and  Days 
of  the  court,  and  the  producers  son,  George,  who  car- 
ried a  spear  in  the  third  act. 

It  was  laid  in  Bulova  during  the  time  of  the  same 
name.  According  to  the  records  the  curtain  ascended 
with  a  rush,  and  down  again  with  a  i)igger  rush.  They 
weren't  ready.  After  a  few  "What  the  Hells"  from  the 
stage  manager,  the  show  was  off.  So  was  the  orchestra. 
The  second  time  the  opera  was  played  there  was  no 
audience.  They  had  forgotten  to  advertise.  The  plot  of 
the  opera  follows  in  its  rough  form. 

Act  I,  scene  I.  Prince  Haff  annoiuices  his  intention 
of  claiming  the  hand  of  Princess  Doussy  (Daisy, 
Droussy,  or  Droussy,  Daisy?),  whose  hand  was  prom- 
ised to  him  some  time  ago.  He  has  a  very  large  collec- 
tion of  well-preserved  hands.  He  despatches  a  mes- 
senger to  warn  of  his  approach,  which  was  really 
unnecessary  as  the  wind  was  coming  from  his  direction. 
This  leads  to  his  first  Aria  "Somebody  Nose." 

Scene  II.  The  messenger  arrives.  King  Kong  is 
thunderstruck.  When  he  comes  to,  an  enterprising 
American  sells  him  a  lightning  rod.  The  chorus  enters 
singing  "It  Ain't  Gonna  Rain  No  More"  which  is  very 
discouraging  to  King  Kong  as  he  expected  to  enjoy  a 
long  reign.  Princess  Droussy  (take  your  choice)  en- 
ters followed  by  her  faithful  companion  Halitosis. 
Both  girls  are  very  sad  at  Daisy's  (it  really  doesn't 
matter)  approaching  marriage  to  Haff.  This  leads  to 
a  duet,  "It  Shouldn't  Happen  to  Us,"  as  King  Kong 
slinks  off  stage  with  his  lightning  rod  on  his  knee. 
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Act  II,  scene  I.  Lardstone  appears  in  the  courtyard 
of  an  inn  where  he  is  stable  l)oy.  He  sings  "Flowers 
Never  Could  Be  Sweeter  Than  Thou'"  as  he  pushes  his 
pitch  fork  into  a  pile  of  fertilizer.  He  is  startled  by 
the  appearance  of  a  face  in  tlie  stable  window.  It  is 
Doussy's  (I  give  up)  companion  Halitosis  disguised 
as  a  horse.  She  intends  to  tell  Lardstone  of  a  plot  to 
outwit  Haflf  at  the  marriage  ceremony.  They  sing  a  duet 
"I'll  Be  Glad  When  You're  Dead,  You  Prince  Haff 
You."  The  plot  is  unknown  to  the  audience  because 
it  is  whispered  to  Lardstone  by  Halitosis  while  the 
orchestra  plays  "Poor  Miriam,  Use  Irium."  When 
Lardstone  comes  to,  he  and  Halitosis  smile  knowingly 
at  each  other  as  the  curtain  falls,  killing  Lardstone  and 
Halitosis  who  were  incidental  to  the  plot  anyway. 

Scene  II.  Prince  Haff  arrives  at  King  Kong's  palace. 
He  unexpectedly  comes  upon  King  Kong  in  the  palace 
garden  and  slioots  him.  Haff  had  mistaken  King  Kong 
for  King  Kong,  when  it  really  wasn't  King  Kong,  but 
King  Kong  as  King  Kong  was  already  dead,  but  since 
King  Kong  was  dead  now  that  made  it  easier  to  tell 
King  Kong  from— OH,  THE  HELL  WITH  IT!  The 
Chorus  enters  and  sings  "Lay  That  Pistol  Down.'" 
Prince  Haff  is  executed  on  the  spot  as  an  anarchist. 
He  is  better  off  dead  as  he  was  always  going  around 
half-cocked  anyway.  The  curtain  falls  rapidly,  killing 
the  prompter  who  wasn't  as  prompt  as  he  could  have 
been. 

Act  III.  As  the  curtain  rises  we  find  Princess  Drous- 
sy  sleep  in  her  boudoir.  The  chorus  files  out  after  sing- 
ing her  to  sleep  widi  that  delightful  lullaby  "He  Says 
Murder,  He  Says."  Queen  Glfhmd  enters,  dagger  in 
hand.  It  seems  that  the  Queen  needs  the  insurance 
money  to  pay  off  her  dejjts  at  Arlington.    She  sings 


"With  Plenty  of  Money  From  You."  At  tliis  moment 
a  faithful  retainer  steps  out  of  the  closet  and  beheads 
Queen  Glfhmd.  This  leads  directly  to  the  high  point 
of  the  opera  wlien  Queen  Glfhmd's  head  sings  "I  Ain't 
Got  Nobody.'"  Princess  Doussy  awakes  feeling  drousy. 
The  Retainer  speaks  "Daisy" — and  dies  gurgling  with 
lier  Bowie  knife  ( she  carried  it  with  her  so  tiiat  she 
could  pick  her  teeth  at  any  time)  in  his  tliroat.  They 
were  lovers  and  she  had  long  suspected  him  of  perfidy. 
Droussy  then  sings  her  dousy  Aria  "Daisy.  Daisy.  On 
a  Bicycle  Built  for  Two.""  As  she  sings  the  chorus 
enters  armed  with  sub-machine  guns  and  blasts  her. 
The  chorus  is  actually  Killer  Diller's  gang  in  disguise 
They  sing  "Heigh  Ho,  Heigh  Ho,  It"s  Off  to  \^"ork  We 
Go"  and  rob  the  Royal  strong  box,  which  was  only  a 
weak  imitation.  The  orchestra  leader  lays  down  his 
baton  and  arrests  them  in  the  name  of  Jerry,  a  pseu- 
donym he'd  been  using  for  several  years.  A  wild  gun 
fight  ensues,  ending  in  an  explosion  which  destroys  the 
opera  house. 


'Woic  many  hearts  have  you 
broken?'' 
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EVERYTHING! 

For  atmosphere, 

food, 

and  good  music 

come    to 

BAR  0'  MUSIC 


'A  Place  W  here  Friends 
Meet" 


1614  HOWARD 


Strife  Goes  To 
A  Party 

(Continued  from  ])uge  !)) 

ler'.s  time.  S.C.  ivill  post  mimes 
of  neir  initiates  cliose)i.  for  the 
committee. 

Later  in  tlie  week  tlie  ,ii,r()Ui) 
Avlio  knows  a  town  girl  makes 
hushed  plans  for  a  private  pre- 
fornial  cocktail  ])artY.  The  toAvn 
,i;irl,  realizin.ti'  wliat  exposure 
will  niean,^  agrees. 

"Okay,  Init  onl^^  it'  you  ijrouiise 
to  chip  in,  and  we  can't  have  any 
more  than  60  people." 

The  night  of  the  formal  arrives 
as  do  the  456  couples  at  the  cock- 
tail party.  After  imhibing  light 
refreshments  someone  accident- 
ly  leans  against  a  light  switch. 

From  this  i)oint  on  any  remarks 
that  we  could  make  would  he  su- 
perfluous. 

At  nine  the  ))and  l)egins  to  plav 
at  the  P  and  E  Club.-  At  nine^ 
the  34  couples  w^ho  do  not  know 


^>^ 


k^kicaao  5  ^martedt 


R. 


^esL 


aufcin 


Famous  for 


t 


Southern  Fried  Chicken 


69,35  Sheridan  Road 

Five  Minutes  from  Evanston 


Chicago,  III. 


yo44A 
PUoio.  Wo^ 

FILM  IS  SCARCE 
USE    IT    WISELY 

JACOBS  &  JENSEN 

INC. 

1724  Sherman  Creenleaf  2220 

Evanston,    Illinois 


the  town  girl,  arrive.  They  have 
decided  to  come  early  and  avoid 
tlie  rush.  Diiring  the  eleven  o'- 
clock intermission-^  a  few  of  the 
couples'''  find  their  wa^^  to  the 
bar. 

At  twelve  o'clock,  the  four  cou- 
ples wdio  are  not  taking  over- 
nights,*^ leave  in  order  to  be  home 
by  two,  Avhat  wdth  the  thirty-five 
m.p.h.  speed  limit  and  two  miles 
to  go. 

A  good  time  is  had  by  all.  AVith 
a  few  exceptions.'^ 

iShc  still  owes  2  red  piiints  from  chapter 
dinner,  April  9,  1943. 

sPixley  and  Bhlers. 

3Nine  minutes  past  eleven. 

■iThe  band  is  featured  nightly  on  an  elev- 
en 0  'clock  show  broadcast  from  Navy  Pier. 

"'Ai:)proximately  34  in  number. 

6Heh,  heh.  heh. 

7Thc  sophomores  attended  the  pep  rally. 


GEORGE  WINTER 

Groceries 
526  Davis  Evanston,  III 


EARRING 
HEADQUARTERS 

Add   charm    and   enchantment    to 

new   fall   costumes 

Lustrotis.  gold  and  silver  for 

tailored  moments 

Tivinkling   gem-colored    rhinestones 

for  after  dark  bewitchery 

Evanston  Radio  & 
Gift  Shop 

1711    Sherman 


Personalized 

Christmas  Cards 

of   every   theme.     Styled   for   your   taste   and  to 
herald  "A  Merry  Christmas." 

Order   Yotir  Supply  Noiv 

Northwestern  Student 
CO-OP 


1726   Orriiiaton 


GRE.   2600 
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BUY    A 


DIRECTORY 

The  Student's  Telephone  Book 


WATCH  FOR  IT  ... . 


IT  COMES  OUT  NEXT  MONTH 


Have  a  Coca-Cola  =  Eat,  drink  and  enjoy  yourself 


.  .  .  or  adding  refreshment  to  a  backyard  barbecue 

Plenty  of  ice-cold  Coca-Cola  helps  make  any  barbecue  a  success.  Have  plenty 

of  "Coke"  ice-cold  and  ready  to  drink.  When  you  shop,  remember  to  ask 

for  Coca-Cola.  Everywhere,  Coca-Cola  stands  for  the  pause  that  refreshes, —        nkM 

has  become  a  high-sign  of  hospitality  in  the  American  home. 

BOTTLED   UNDER  AUTHORITY  OF  THE  COCA-COLA  COMPANY   BY 

COCA-COLA      BOTTLING      CO.,     OF     CHICAGO,     INC. 


It's  natural  for  popular  nami 
to    acquire   friendly    abbrevi 
That's    why    you    he: 
Coca-Cola  called  "Coke". 
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iConlimicd  j)o)ii  jxigc  ?) 
l)iit  no  one  paid  an)  attention.  Fin- 
al I  \  Rioiita  picked  it  np. 

"Hello,  ^\'l^at?  Wait  a  minnte. 
Hey.  kids,  sluit  up,  ivillya?  Hello, 
yes?  Why.  no.  I'm  afraid  not.  No, 
I'm  sorry.  Absolutely  not,  Mr.  Ev- 
ans, our  records  sho^v  you've  already 
\'oted  eight  times!" 

DFAXS  TO  JUDGE  FINALISTS 
IN  CAHN  TODAY 

There  ^\as  hardly  a  ^\'hisper  in 
the  packed  auditorium,  as  the  nerv- 
ous judges  tiled  onto  the  stage  and 
took  their  seats. 

Dean  MacBoiley.  chairman  of  the 
judging  committee,  rose  to  his  feet, 
and  came  to^vard  the  front  of  the 
stage,  a  paper  in  his  hand.  There 
Avas  a  solemn  hush.  Dean  MacBoiley 
ran  a  finger  inider  his  collar,  cleared 
his  throat  three  times,  and  spoke. 

'We.  the  Deans  of  this  Uni- 
versity, and  judging  committee  of 
this  contest,  do  make  the  folloAving 
a^vards:  the  first  prize  goes  to  Miss 
Alicia  Alhvyn,  Gainma  Phi  Beta. 
The  second  prize  goes  to  Miss  San- 
dra Storm.  Alpha  Phi." 

There  was  a  great  clap  of  thun- 
der. The  lights  in  the  auditorium 
ivent  out.  ^\'ith  a  gasp  of  terror,  the 
audience  tinned  touard  the  back  of 
the  room,  uhere,  in  the  dim  shad- 
o^vs,  one  man  could  be  seen,  sitting 
alone,  the  pride  and  the  prize  of  the 
luiiversity.  its  honor  and  glory,  D. 
D.  Dunningham.  Slo^vly  he  rose  to 
his  feet. 

"Sirs.  "  he  cried,  in  a  voice  shaken 
ivith  fury,  "my  luife  urns  a  Kaj)pa 
Kappa  Gannna!" 

The  conductor's  shoulders  seemed 
to  slump.  ■That's  about  all  there  is 
to  tell,"  he  said.  "Next  day  the 
Board  of  Trustees,  after  a  heated 
session,  requested  the  resignation  of 
every  member  of  the  faculty.  After 
the  professors  had  all  packed  up  and 
left— most  of  them  retired  to  Cape 
Cod— the  students  sat  around  for  a 
fe^v  days,  not  kno^ving  quite  what  to 
do.  Then  they  all  applied  for  admis- 
sion to  the  Ehiiversity  of  Chicago. 
Nobody  has  e\'er  had  the  energy  to 
start  this  place  up  again." 

"What  a  terrible  thing,"  said  the 
Har\ard  man. 


FREE    PARKING 

•  Opposite    ,\<(rs/i<>r<>    Thcalrr 

*  Convenient-  to  buses 

CALIFORNIA 
BRICK  KITCHEN 

415   HOWARD   STREET 


Developing 
Printing' 
Enlarging 
Copying 

Application  Photos, 
Photo   Copies 

Evanston  Photographic 
Service 

1854    Sherman    Avenue 
Evanston,    Illinoiis 


Corsages 

and  Bouquets 

do  Over 

BIG 

When  Thpy''re  from 

london's  Flower  Shop 

1712  Sherman    Uni.  7542,  0632 


//  you're  smart 
economical  and 
well-groomed 

Jack's  Shoe  Repair 

1731   Sherman 


After  the  game — 
hamburgers  ''n  chili  at 

VICTORY  SANDWICH  SHOP 

1732    Sherman 


EUGENE  I.  RAY 

STUDIO 

'^iwaui    oLjepenaaole 

for  dSetter  f-'^liotoarapnu 

■     ■     ■ 

1605  CHICAGO  AVE,    UNI   2238 


CHRISTMAS  GIFTS 

Seal  Jewelry — 

Bracelets,  Compacts  and  Pendants, 

Rings,    Key-Dangles 

Collegiate    Pets — 

Colt — Sandy — Tal>l>y — Jiggs — Scottie 

Complete    Selection    Christmas    Cards 


STUDENT   BOOK   EXCHANGE 


17.37  Sherman 


Dav.  2717 
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First 
Cnngregational 

Church 

Corner,  Hinnian  Ave. 
Grove  &  Lake  Sis. 

Minister,  Hugh  E.  Brown 
11:00   a.m.    Sundays 

Chorus   of   40   Voices 

THEODORE  HARRISOIN, 

Director 


If  your  hair 

is  not 

becoming  to  yon — 

yon 

shonld  be  coming 

to  ns! 

THE    TRIM 
BARBER    SHOP 

1613  Sherman  Greenlcaf  9009 


•  And  that  brings  us  around  to 
Phil  Heyboer,  whose  activities  be- 
tween the  Tri  Delt  house  and  the 
Delta  Gamma  house  we  watch 
with  increasing  amazement  and 
respect.  On  one  afternoon,  we 
were  almost  convinced  that  he  was 
twins,  we  saw  him  with  so  many 
different  young  women.  But  then 
we  know  that  he  is  merely  doing 
his  part  to  show  the  girls  in  the 
west  quad  that  college  can  be 
beautiful. 

•  We  keep  hoping  that  Peg  Rote 
and  Guy  Randolph  will  realize 
what  a  fine  couple  they  make,  and 
quit  making  nervous  wrecks  of  us. 
As  we  heard  the  story,  Guy  took 
Nancy  Clayton  out  the  other  Sat- 
urday night,  and  Sam  Shelton 
took  Peg.  And  just  as  we  ex- 
pected, they  exchanged  dates. 
Aha,  we  said,  and  breathed  easily. 
But  there  was  no  follow-up,  no 
future  engagement  made,  and 
things  are  in  a  state  of  suspended 
animation. 

•  There  is  almost  no-one  we  ad- 
mire more  these  days  than  the  girl 
with  the  pin  and  or  ring  who  con- 


tinues to  date  with  quite  regular 
frequency  just  to  keep  her  spirits 
up.  We  think,  for  instance,  that 
it  is  noble  of  Carolyn  Covert  not 
to  let  Bob  Schaller's  Beta  pin 
weigh  too  heavily.  And  we  are 
charmed  with  the  casual  way  in 
which  Ann  Gilbert  takes  Bob 
Leckie's  Phi  Delt  pin.  And  just  in 
case  the  news  hadn't  reached  you 
yet,  were  you  aware  that  Bobbie 
Stugard  will  soon  add  a  diamond 
to  that  pin  she  has  from  the  med 
student  in  the  East.  Or  did  you 
know  she  had  a  pin?  Many  don't. 

•  To  return  to  the  Pi  Phis, 
which  we  seem  to  keep  doing,  ev- 
eryone is  getting  a  kick  out  of 
Man-hater  Pat  Kleinschmit's  Beta 
pin.  That  is,  everyone  except 
Frank  Clement  whom  we  rather 
think  is  still  carrying  the  torch. 
We  say  this  after  watching  him 
religiously  draw  arrows,  nB<I>'s, 
and  blondes  all  over  every  thing 
within  reaching  distance.  Now 
Poos! 

•  This  is  our  month  to  be  glad. 
First  we  are  glad  to  know  that, 
come  what  may,  there  will  always 
be  a  Vits  to  lead  us  on.  So  far  we 
are  taken  care  of  through  1948 
which  is  good  enough  for  us.  The 
second  thing  that  made  us  glad 
was  the  return  of  spirits  at  the 
De  Pauw-N.  U.  game,  and  we 
thank  those  inseparables,  Joan 
Grubb  and  Ruth  Goldkamp,  and 
their  respective  dates,  for  said  re- 
vival. 

•  Well,  that's  all  for  now.  We 
don't  know  about  you  but  we're 
off  to  pin  the  Alpha  on  the  Phi. 


EXCLUSIVE   WATER   REPELLENT 
PROCESS 

For  element  cloth  coats  and  jackets 

An    ideal   protection   against   rain   and   snow 


NEWHOUSE    PROCESS 


1920   Central   St. 


GRE.   8090 
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THEATER   TICKETS 

ALL  CHICAGO  THEATERS 
OPERA  &  CONCERTS 

RUSSELL  TICKET  SERVICE 

LOBBY   NORTH    SHORE    HOTEL 
UNI.    4190 


r  lo    I  IHititcirii  S^ecre 

are  orders  to  proeeed  to 
the  Classic  for  a  haircut 
or  shave.  Carry  on  in 
neat  navv  order! 


CLASSIC 

Earber    Shop 

OPPOSITE  VARSITY   THEATRE 


vVeddlna    JJ^nvllalions 

KAPPELMAN  PRINTING 

UNI.    0733 
(Rear)    1620  SHERMAN  AVE. 


HALLOWEEN 

favors  and  fun  makers 
to  add  to  "Trick  Or 
Treat."   All  at— 

CHANDLER'S 

Southeast   Corner   Fountain    Square 


(.or sages  At  Their 

BEST 

WEILANDS 

I  INI.  0878 


FINE    FOOD    #    FRIENDLY 

//La  Q^chratnm  s 

9500  Nilcs  Center  Rd.,  Skokie  2404 


This  Hurts  Me" 


"l'(ir|)(iral  (Jeor^'e  Travi<!" 

C'()i-])()ral  Travis  looked  u}) 
liopet'uUy,  and  shouted,  "Here!" 
A  pastel  lilue  envelope  came  sail- 
ing in  his  general  direction  from 
the  mail  orderly.  After  a  mad 
scramble,  and  several  shouted  di- 
rections from  Corporal  Travis, 
he  gained  actual  possession  of  the 
slightly  scented  missile,  and 
clutched  it  eagerly.  He  decided 
not  to  open  it  immediately,  but 
wait  to  see  whether  he  would  re- 
ceive any  others,  and  besides,  it 
was  better  to  read  the  blue  ones 
alone.  When  the  last  letter  had 
found  its  rightfiil  OAvner,  and  the 
men  had  begun  drifting  aAvay 
with  their  noses  buried  in  these 
fragments  of  home.  Corporal 
Travis  walked  toward  a  certain 
sjiot  out  in  back  of  the  mess  hall 
where  he  liked  to  read  his  more 
personal  mail. 

When  he  was  quite  sure  he  was 
alone,  G-eorge  opened  the  letter, 
spread  it  out  and  leaned  back  to 
enjoy  its  contents.  His  smile  of 
contentment  was  observed  by 
none,  liut  would  have  been  a 
pleasure  to  behold. 

' '  Dear  George, ' '  it  began. 

"That's  fimny, "  he  thought, 
"it  usually  began  'Dearest,'  and 
that  was  all." 

"This  is  one  of  the  most  difficult 
letters  I  have  ever  had  to 
write — "  George's  smile  faded  in- 
to a  hurt,  puzzled  look.  Through  a 
slight  mist,  he  read  of  things  be- 
ing different,  of  a  girl  wanting 
some  fun  out  of  life,  and  of  a  cer- 
tain discliarii'ed  ATarine — .  George 


let  llie  letter  fall  into  his  lap  and 
stared  listlessly  at  nothing  in  par- 
ticular, Libby,  he  thought,  had 
seemed  different.  And  now,  what 
the  hell  good  was  that  sergeant's 
rating  he'd  been  bucking  for;  and 
what  the  hell  good  was  that  house 
he  was  going  to  buy;  and — oh, 
what  the  hell  good  Avas  anything  f 

George  was  aware  that  someone 
had  sat  down  beside  him.  It  was 
Tech  Sergeant  Hoy  from  head- 
quarters, a  genial  sort  who  had  a 
wonderful  faculty  for  convincing 
a  fellow  that  things  Averen't  so 
bad  after  all.  George  half  resented 
his  presence  just  uoav,  and  yet  was 
just  a  little  relieved  to  have  some 
one  to  talk  to. 

For  Hoy  had  already  started  a 
conversation.  "I  got  one  of  them 
kinda  letters  once,"  he  said,  seem-_ 
ing  to  grasp  the  whole  situation, 
' '  and  it  gave  me  one  helluva  jolt. 
It  was  before  I  Avas  in  the  Army 
— back  about  eight  years  ago." 
Hoy's  hand  Avas  placed  gently  on 
the  Corporal's  shoulder  as  he 
spoke.  "Why,  when  I  look  at  my 
irife — I  met  Jier  a  little  later  on — 
I  wouldn't  spit  on  that  girl  avIio 
give  me  the  brush.  Course,  I  know 
it's  hard  to  look  at  it  that  Avay 
now — " 

"But,  gee,  Hoy,  she  Avas  so — 
perfect."   George  interrupted. 

' '  I  knoAv,  I  knoAv, ' '  the  Sergeant 
returned  soothingly,  "But — '' 

"And,  Avell,  a  guy  begins  to  feel 
he  ain  't  Avorth  much  Avhen  a  thing 
like  this  happens,"  George  inter- 
rupted again. 

"Aav,  noAv  look,"  Sergeant  Hoy 
said,  "She  ain't  the  only  girl 
around.  Why  should  you  go  get- 
ting discouraged  just  ci;zz  one  girl 
liappens  to — '' 

"But  that's  just  it,"  came  back 
Corporal  TraAnsmiserablv.  "This 
is  the  third  girl  that's  jilted  me 
this  week!'" 


'oil  ahfaijs  hurt  tlie  oi/e 
you  love." 
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Recent  Headline  in  New  York 
Times:  "RooseA'elt  to  speak  in 
Philadelphia  ;  may  go  else- 
where." 

Is  there  any  place  else? 

PURPLE    PARROT 


Northwestern 
University 


How  to  Stay  Awake 
In  Class! 

(one  easy  lesson) 


IVo  further  need — 
to  pinch  yourself 
or  listen  to  the  lecture 

Just  think  of  cokes 
and  creamy  malts. 
(We  have  them  at  the 
Dipper) 

With  thoughts  of  these 
sustain  yourself, 
and  after  class — 

EISJOY  THEM! 

THE  BIG  DIPPER 

Across  from  Willard 


A    BOX  OF   LIFE 
SAVERS  FOR 

THE  BEST 
WISECRACK! 


What  is  the  best  joke 
that  you  heard  on  the 
campus  this  week?  For 
the  best  line  submitted 
each  month,  there,  will 
be  a  free  award  of  an 
attractive  cellophane- 
wrapped  assortment  of 
all  the  Life  Saver  Fla- 
vors. Jokes  will  be 
judged  by  the  editors 
of  this  publication. 


Friends,  please  consider  young  Albert,  above' 
Albert  was  once  a  stranger  to  love. 

Shunned,  ^vas  young  Albert,  alone  till  the  day 
PEP-O-MINTs  took  his  bad  breath  a^vay. 


MORAL.  Ever\bod%  s  breath 
ofTends  now  and  then  Let  L  fe 
Savers  sweeten  a  1  frcsl  en 
yourhreath — aftcreatnig  drink 


"Would  the  gentleman  in  the 
third  row  please  remove  his  headi 
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King  Edward  Fairfax  Chantilly  Lyrie 

$23.06  $22.81  $22.93  $22.72 

Prices  Shown  are  for  the  6-piece  Place  Setting  and 
include  the  Federal  Excise  Tax 


It  Costs  ISo  More  to  Buy  Your 
Sterling    Silver    Flatware    at 

TATMAN 

Over  100  Patterns  from 
America's  Leading  Silversmiths 

In  addition  to  our  unsurpassed  selection  you  profit  by 
the  advice  of  our  experienced  soles  staff,  our  beautiful 
engraving  (done  without  charge)  and  our  distinctive 
gift-wrapping.  It  will  be  our  pleasure  to  welcome  you 
at  any  time. 

TATMAN -707  CHURCH  ST. 


(Continued  frojn  page  3) 
Dear  Editors : 

The  Texas  College  of  Mines  Publica- 
tions Board  has  authorized  the  pub- 
lication of  a  monthly  college  maga- 
zine for  next  year.  I  have  been  told 
that  THE  PURPLE  PARROT  is  an  excell- 
ent example  of  what  a  college  maga- 
zine should  be.  As  editor,!  would 
appreciate  your  sending  me  any  back 
issue  of  THE  PURPLE  PARROT  so  that  I 
could  get  some  ideas  on  layout, 
typography,  content,  etc.  In  return 
I  would  be  glad  to  send  you  a  copy 
of  our  new  magazine  this  September. 

Thanking  you  in  advance,  I  am 
Very  truly  yours, 

Ann  Waller 
Editor 

Thanking  YOV  in   advance. 


TO  THE  EDITORS: 

Some  of  your  readers  may  be  inter- 
ested in  the  positions  described  be- 
low. It  will  be  appreciated  if  you 
will  print  this  information  as  a 
news  item. 

Very  truly  yours, 

J.  A.  Connor 
REGIONAL  DIRECTOR 
FOR  IMMEDIATE  RELEASE 

■  WAR  DEPARTMENT  NEEDS  COOKS 
The  War  Department  is  urgently  in 
need  of  cooks.  These  positions  are 
in  Chicago  and  will  pay  94  cents  per 
hour  with  time  and  one  half  for  all 
time  over  a  40  hour  week. 

Persons  employed  at  their  highest 
skills  should  not  apply. 

We  suggest  you  contact: 

James  Elliot  McCauley.  Phillip  Desmond.  Howard 
Clehm,  John   Peterson.  The  James  Brothers. 


EL  GAVCHO 

North  Shore's  Most  Distinctive  Restaurant  &  Cocktail   Lounge 


The  finest  in  foods, 
chili,  spaghetti, 
lobster  tails,  chicken 
and  steaks 


LEN  WARD 

The  Sensationally 
Amusing  Caricaturist 

JEAN  MORGAN 

at  the  HAMMOND  ORGAN 


Dinners  served  front  6  'til  10 


Skokie  Blvd.,  North  of  Harrison 


Skokie  2870 
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heave  Us  Face  It 


IhIS  is  our  problem.  For  years  we 

have  been  badgered,  plagued  and  just  gen' 

erally  annoyed  by  all  manner  of  add  com' 

ment    upon    our    copy.     In    the    preceding 

years   the   most    common    complaints   were 

that    our    stories    lacked    beginnings,    con' 

elusions,  and  in  general,  the  middles  were 

uninteresting. 

The  tone  of  our  fiction  in  the  past  could  be  summed  up  in  the  first  line 

of  the  last  story  we  rejected  last  year:  "The  bar  was  dark  and  the  beer  was 

light."    By  now  we  reali2,e  how  you  feel  about  this  sort  of  thing.    As  a 

matter  of  fact  zvc  realized  it  then.    However,  since  all  our  contributions 

smacked  of  this  scotch  and  smoke  flavor,  we  printed  such,  thinking  it 

representative  of  student  taste. 

This  year  we  determined  never  again  to  mention  bars,  beers  or  Bergen. 
So  far  we  have  had  splendid  cooperation  on  this  score.  There  has  been  no 
mention  of  the  three  Bs.  Oh  no!  But  now  we  find  ourselves  in  an  even 
more  serious  dilemna.  Our  staff  and  all  of  our  contributors  are  worried 
about  the  world. 

It  is  commendable  to  worry  about  the  world  and  we  shall  be  delighted 
to  print  one  thoughtful  story  in  each  issue.  However,  if  we  were  to  print 
all  of  the  stark  tragedy  we  have  received  so  far,  the  campus  would  indulge 
in  a  mass  suicide,  which  is  hardly  the  collegiate  approach  to  any  problem. 
Instead  of  dark  bars  we  now  find  our  heroines  married  to  basket  cases, 
our  heroes  maimed,  blinded  or  psychotic;  children  either  pock-marked  or 
illegitimate  and  the  residue  of  the  copy  devoted  to  funerals,  war  hysteria 
and  prostitution.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  the  only  story  which  did  not  deal 
^^'ith  people,  concerned  a  horse  and  he  was  shot. 

Now  we  ask  you,  are  these  the  sorts  of  things  which  a  maga2,ine  of  coh 
legiate  life  should  be  asked  to  publish  exclusively?  We  think  not.  We 
think  you  think  not. 

We  know  there  are  people  who  hke  to  read  humor.  There  MUST  be 
people  who  like  to  write  humor.  But  where  the  hell  are  they?  If  they  are 
your  friends,  ask  them  to  submit  copy.  If  they  are  your  pledges,  tell  them. 
Leave  us  shed  our  shrouds. 

*7Ue  CdUon4, 
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Jlftmte 


ioinled  by  Rudolf  WeHerc 


Home  is  a  lot  of  little  things  — the  way  you  want  'em.  A  certain 
chair,  and  the  ticking  of  a  clock,  the  smell  of  what's  on  the  stove, 
your  old  hat,  and  good  friends. 

And  among  these  is  a  pipeful  of  tobacco,  and  plenty  of  time  to 
enjoy  it. 

Kaywoodie  Pipes  are  part  of  this  picture.  When  tlie  work  is  done, 
when  the  slugging  is  over,  when  you've  sweat  it  out  successfully, 
you'll  have  the  finest  pipe  that  money  and  experience  and  pains- 
taking care  can  produce.  Kaywoodie  promises  you  that. 


A  Kaywoodie  takes  years  to  make,  and  is,  we  believe,  the  mildest, 
coolest,  pleasantest  form  of  smoking.  This  is  due  to  the  Kaywoodie 
Briar  which  comes  from  the  countries  surrounding  the  Mediter- 
ranean Sea  (and  only  from  there).  You  can't  rush  it,  or  mass- 
produce  it,  or  short-cut  it.  After  it  has  grown,  it  has  to  be  seasoned 
and  mellowed,  aged  and  tempered,  so  it  will  draw  the  goodness 
from  tobacco,  and  yield  a  cool,  smooth,  delicious  smoke  ...  a  smoke 
free  from  trouble,  with  the  distinctive  "Kaywoodie  Flavor." 

Yes,  Kaywoodie  is,  and  will  be,  one  of  the  things  worth  while  in 
your  home. 


Vicar  Bonds  come  first 


Kaywoodi 

ulldog"  Shape  No.  1 

$10 


aywoodie  Company,  New  York  and  London 
In  New  York,  630  Fifth  Avenue 


Copyright  19-H.  LiCGtrr  &  M\ek5  TobACCo  Co. 


